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likely to proclaim that the mat was on the cat as to
assign them to their proper places. It was at this
stage in my intellectual development that there fell
into my hands an illustrated edition of Harrison
Ainsworth's Tower of London: I saw the picture
of someone (wasn't it the villain Renard?) being
forced backwards out of a loophole at the sword's
point. The cat and the mat were forgotten: I
decided then and there that reading was a desirable
accomplishment, and I verily believe that the Tower
of London was the first book I ever read. There
may be a moral to that anecdote, and it may even be
a good one, but I cannot believe that it is creditable
to myself.

Another curious and even better authenticated
fact is that one of the first real books of my own
which I possessed, at the age of eight, was Handley
Cross; I had never lived in a hunting country, but
I was so fascinated by it that I learnt pages of it by
heart, and read it so assiduously that my copy needed
rebinding. That anecdote has no moral, but may
be regarded as some slight proof of the genius of
Surtees. Mr. Jorrocks and James Pigg were very
living characters to me, though neither then nor
since have I greatly enjoyed the author's other
works.

The only remarkable occurrence of my childhood
which memory preserves is that I once killed a
swallow with a cricket ball. As I was at the moment
bowling lobs to one of my aunts I was rather the